THE  BREAKING POINT

which my efforts aimed. I had thought them hut a
little way apart, and now I saw they were separated
by all the distance between earth and heaven. I saw
now in myself and every one around me, a concen-
tration upon interests close at hand, an inability to
detach oneself from the provocations, tendernesses,
instinctive hates, dumb lusts and shy timidities that
touched one at every point; and, save for rare
exalted moments, a regardlessness of broader aims
and remoter possibilities that made the white passion
of statecraft seem as unearthly and irrelevant to
human life as the story an astronomer will tell, half
proven but altogether incredible, of habitable planets
and answering intelligences, suns' distances un-
counted across the deep. It seemed to me I had
aspired too high and thought too far, had mocked my
own littleness by presumption, had given the utter-
most dear reality of life for a theoriser's dream.

All through that wandering agony of mine that
night a dozen threads of thought interwove; now I
was a soul speaking in protest to God against a task
too cold and high for it, and now I was an angry man,
scorned and pointed upon, who had let life cheat him
of the ultimate pride of his soul. Now I was the fool
of ambition, who opened his box of gold to find blank
emptiness, and now I was a spinner of flimsy
thoughts, whose web tore to rags at a touch. I real-
ised for the first time how much I had come to depend
upon the mind and faith of Isabel, how she had con-
firmed me and sustained me, how little strength I
had to go on with our purposes now that she had
vanished from my life. She had been the incarnation
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